TUMBLING  IN   THE   HAY
to revolve on the crown of her head. She pointed
at the ceiling with the toes of her elastic-sided boots.
Long white cotton stockings outlined her shapely limbs.
" She's a revolving beauty, all right," the grim
Vincent confessed.
"There's no beatin' the auld town," said a porter, who
took a more patriotic and therefore a less personal view.
Jenny must have had a few jars in her for she was
evidently roused to rivalry. She approached Old
Friery. " It's a pity that ye haven't enough 'air on
yer 'ead to give me a grip. I'd show them something
if you had." " It has been a dungeon's spoil," Vincent
sneered, but it was lost on Friery. " Did you ever
see a one-arm planch ?" There is no doubt about it,
Friery looked extremely alarmed. Jenny turned round
and spotted the tumbler's gentleman friend. " 'Ere, up
on the table with you and give us a hold on yer hands."
The tall lady fell backwards among the plates of tripe.
" Two coffees and a collared head !" Maria an-
nounced emerging from the kitchen before she saw
the long-drawn-out sweetness on the tripe. "The
tripe and onions is off !"
As Stephen was remarking that this kind of thing
should stop, Jenny leapt into the air, and with her
hands on his reliable shoulders, turned herself upside-
down. She slowly bent her knees and straightened
them again in the evolutions of the feat. Suddenly
I began to feel elated. Her agility gave the sordid
place the atmosphere of a little village in France
where one might see balancing women and con-
tortionists in the booth of a travelling circus. I felt
transformed out of place and time. The abandon
and elan of mediaeval life filled me full. Jenny Greeks
flooded the place with the simple gaiety of a long
vanished and innocent world where all our artificial-
ities and constraints and conditions of happiness went
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